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sunrise fire 


Reaching, 

rotating 

light ‘round light 

— sunrise fire — 

reaching joy, radiance there's nothing in between 
to stop you feeling it; 

land, river, 

wind 

at peace or tree splittin’ and all you see is black sky comin’; 
there’s nothing between you and all that. 

old, grizzled, 

wild forest lifeline runnin’ right through 

that’s me, and that’s you; 

real dreamtime 

where crests of waves and reaching sky call. 


I reach for you — 
thigh 
the space between, 
smile, brushing teeth sweet 
— wide-open moment 
reach between; 
joy, radiance, 

in reach 
and find 
in the heart — 
wherein all is contained, 
all borders disappear; 
peace is found — 
that all that’s temporary 
is 
gone, 
with us. 


Running white-tail — real and memory, 
‘cause last time I’ve been through here it was a trail 
lightly tread, 
sunlight dipping, 
dappling 

trees 
and now: wide tread 

tracks heaps of branches — looks ready for wildfire 
clear-cut 
she’s still here so am I 
there she goes 
— home, 

wild, free — to a point; 
what'll I see when I come back again? ( Mountain, can I come back again? ) 
white-tailed 
deer, 
pine and spruce; 

resilient 
— to a point 
but I’m not in a National Park 
or Wilderness Reserve, 
though bears and deer and trees 
know no borders; 
Paw People, Roaming People, Bounding White-Tailed People. 
Wind picks up, 
carries off 
thought and action. 
now I hear the 
chickadees, 
a plane, 
a chainsaw. 

gentle pine bed; 
riverbed, rockbed, 
over bedrock, single-track, 
great running scar 


where loggers pulled; 
sunlight beams in, hot; 
the forest ahead: peaceful dusk. 
and at the top two deer ( what’s left ) 
— “Ho Bear!” 
rangers left out corn 
— East, Sunrise. 
whizz — wings tuck’d in, 
tail fanned — right by. 
clearing. 
trail appearing, 

disappearing. 
finding stag marks on trees; 
ripp’d, scored, white inner bark shows bright 
— fresh, smells good! 
up the creek, 
people don’t come here much, 
but a few; 
on up the creek 
where we all meet: 
sky, sunset, 
roots, deer, bear, 


songs 
all going generations 

back, 

generations 
forward, 
generations 
now. 

the creek 


splashes my face 

jumping off rocks 

when I get close 

quench thirst, stop searchin”, go lighter; 
starlight, sunlight — full bottle of it 


locked in — solar storms 
solar winds 
in every blade of grass — in rock, and starlight water comin’ down. 
Two energy-fields 
reaching, 
rotating light ‘round light; 
that’s what we all are anyway. 
thanks to the creek, keep flowing! 
trail crosses over, 
gone beyond. 


mountain stars, now city stars 
where I come back home. 


KK kK ok 


breathe deep; 
big tail feather, 
it’s long from my elbow to my wrist, 
Hawk’s build home here; 
sacred woods 
squeezed on all sides by houses; 
some’ve got solar, look eco 
you’re gonna live side by side 
wild 
homes 

give space, 
— call it ‘Micro-Wilderness’, 
and keep it down! 
go there with respect 
or wilderness will leave, 


and you’ll go out searching for everything 


we have right now 


barely understood 

and yet born of the same fire 

as we are; 

it goes deep 

it reaches the sky. 
cut kindling 
the snap back 


and crack; 


PU keep it for winter 
or when the rains 
set down 
in 
summer 
(if they come at all ). 
and if it’s not too big a wish, 
all livin’ electric, 
let the waters — in creek & river chord 
strummin’ full — go their trails in peace; 
mountains grow 
and catch cloud; 
loud, 
and clear. 


carry kindling; 
you should be blest; 
and bless’d we’ve been. 


I light up fire — flash — 


bright burn, low burn — in honour of today, 
and breathe deep. 


KK KK 


in thanks, 


” > > 


practice — sky, earth 
entire sky, 
entire earth; 
one entire day. 


talk about something real; 


night light 

reaches 

but brilliant bright we like it — 

so we don’t see anything like what used to be; 
we’re the first generations to miss out on the sky! 


brilliant bright? 

a blue deer running to the mountain — 
hawk flying up 

to Sky-Mind — call it Amitabha, 


your own real peace; 
kids experiencing 
joy, and dreaming 
80, 
waves, 
and waves, 
and waves. 


what’s there? 

two stars 

on 

blue 

right as all the birds start singing. 
horizons 

joined 

by — 

everything! 


people start to turn off and head out — 
welcome back; 
we just got good sense, just learned good grace; 


good timing, 

this copy of Mountains and Rivers Without End; 
just got it from Mishawaka, IN 

— read that Mishawaka means ‘Big Rapids’ 


big rapids carrying 
big rapid changing sky and earth. 


biosphere: finite, full, free to sustain or not 
— but you wouldn’t think it by lookin’ 
go and take a good look: 
these mountains and rivers, 
this one entire day; 


mountains dive deep 
and rivers push the sky 


forged, 
created 
by 
interdependence; 
and we look for visions 
of a sustainable future 
and find 
hands, 
tools, 
dirt. 
standing under a waterfall; 
what a force of water on your head! 
standing in hot summers 
and not a drop reaches the ground, all gone 
into air; 
standing by the road, air dances; 
standing where young trees try; 
Sun Dance, Rain Dance, 
Coyote calls up ghosts to join and 
all of a sudden, “place is full — make them dance too 
and wheeling ‘round 
we all do our best 
to remember — 
but not one drop reaches the ground, 
not one glimmer of running starlight comin’ down 
— we go back to basics: 
make a pot of coffee | — composter’s almost full, 
lot of coffee in there, tea, orange peel; 


maybe soon one in five of everything will go extinct. 
coffee and tea and oranges in planes ripping holes in the sky 


( how far does that travel? ) 
and the new wild is not like the old — 
refugee trees and bears skip winter 


go back to the coffee pot, go running 
in the air, 

on the Earth Maker, by the Air Makers, 
Sun-inside, 


( and how far 
do we travel? ) 
tree all in it, 
and even mountains 
are waves of flow ( sometimes on clear days ) 


— rock shot out into space 


wild display 
of interdependence; 
go; stay 
connected to what matters. 


KKK ok 


pack my bag at 20 
all the things I don’t really need 


didn’t even unpack for three whole months, 


going 
North. 


packed bag on ground, in the dirt, on roof, 
sit on, sleep on. 


pack my bag; learn what to leave out 


go without money, 

rely on kindness — what a stupid idea that was 

hitch with a beautiful girl, she stops cars 

then I come out from bushes; 

home where heart is — tell lies to myself; 

lonely. 

give back to people, feel good — not much better than the first idea; 
solo, back to a pine, watch planet turn. 


throw backpack 

into trees, 

give up needing; 

go search for backpack — lots of stuff needed. 


ticket home. 


all day, 

low-burn; sun on hot road, cars & trucks go by; wind blew wild-grassland, 
wind-born generations; 

so used to the pack, I forget to take it off 

sometimes 


think of a bigger backpack; 
no, just tie boots on the side, bivouac. 


go to work; strip-bark; write down measurements, 
looks like this: 


? no number ? 

827 

new (scribbled out ) 14454 

10? 

22 (check ) 

4110? team 10, 31 

5009 

12 

35 continued; 

on next page: 

call things by their right names — 

how to create ‘new-old’ forests? 

do you know what keeps you alive? Ocean plankton & whales 
Trees — *GNF — planet breathing 

*( Great North Forest ) 

view of NOW wild spirit 

sacred sites, REDWOODS, WATERSHEDS. 


‘X’ on the map; 

big spruce; 

learn the difference between trees cut with, without just cause; 

roll out sleeping bag, away from the campfire and shield my eyes 

go up higher, stretch out in long grass; the ridge and ranges 

dark line changing all the time; 

horizon beds down, shoots up blue skylight 

— looks blue when all’s dark; out here 

look at stars every single night of summer, never needed a headlamp, 
not a bit of rain, 

throw a cover over, anyway — kid wakes early, wakes me about sunrise. 
morning 


dew shines on all the pines. 


completely wet; 
rolls of film got rusted, winder jammed — photos of cloud. 


had no crampons; 
twenty metres down ice slope ( real sharp even through clothes ) 
strap caught on a tree. 


backpack ready, because I don’t like cities; 


and why do I run? 
helps me think. 
“so 
stop runnin’!” 
— with a big laugh 


“why ya carryin’ that?” 

I dunno, wanna say 

like it, feels good, keeps my back warm; 
hard to put down 


“gets heavy, huh?” 


left behind; most of everything. 
go ahead; finding everything — 
found more than one in need of rescue 
found a high up, 
lit trail; prized 
found water at the top, all iced up but I reached it 
found words that just fit: “After lying loose and lost for awhile, I made a sunrise 
fire...” 
and 


found you, but you didn’t know it 

found skateboard, bikes — fixed ‘em up, 

no, not like new. 

found one at 

base of tree — calling momma 

watched him climb up; 

wishes — 

& waves, strong slashes & bold cuts; wind 

form on rolled paper ( in kanji? ), it read: Move, before think! 

walking borders — physical, non-physical 

mountains set apart; Land of morning calm. 

no cash, look’d out, remembered lookin' down from a plane — Tundra, Gobi; 
how vast; fast — just rolled out rock, ice, trace of rivers, sun comin’ up to me. 
got a push over borders — that I didn’t even know were there; 

found running more mountains makes them more the same; 

found a book about Indians; 

found an old pine, exploded core and burst; 

cloud burst, roll’d over; 

creek & river, followed feeling 

old woman banging a drum for mountain gods, maybe healing 

heart of roaring river; answer 

found peaks go on and on; 

ever in answer; 

found a place lit up 

and stars coming out; 

found flight in dreams 

imagined dreams in streams; all through the land; like the back of my hand 
found out skimmin’ stones is easier; 

found out how fast drops fall from treetops, landing ‘round the borders of vision — 
then one hits me, gotta blink; 

try not to blink at sunrise, sunset; 

found a guitar 

thrown in bin, pulled it out; 

found hawk’s nest near home 

and she, gliding 


motorcycle gliding — roll smokes, driving 

and it hums all the way 

to the lower Himalayas; 

and sometimes I almost died, but I didn’t; 

found moments of peace 

and gave up trying 

to hold them 

for long; 

sun hides a second, 

and, lights every new shoot; I watch the sky on the ground 
move across 

wide wings cut; fly; stop 


and look up 
into the sun, dazzled and 
look right — 


deer crouch; spring; speed away; 
and after they run 
sounds are louder; like wind 


I run, and run — and when I stop I’m still moving 


pull out the backpack, just — 


pack to the mountains: 

Old knife, Opinel France, got it when I was a kid 

(think I lost it just last year, but it can turn up — always used to ). 

Socks. 

Filled-up water bottle, plus one extra. 

Thermos. 

Long-sleeve, jumper, winter jacket just for a pillow, or blanket, or if it gets real 
cold. 

Wool hat, bright red. 


Toothbrush, toothpaste 

Phone, but not always. 

Runners, worn-out, got holes. 

Pens & paper, pencil 

Muesli 

Lightweight book? 

Coffee-pot. 

Food — got rivers and streams — but bare rock out there. 


pack sky; pack dreams by fire; pack flint & steel too — 
In this 


rip-stop backpack. Kirk 


roots, shoots; 

mountain-top, sky. 

3 buteos — 

one circling close, 

sunlight glints back 

one more higher up, circling the other way 

and 

one up so high he’s just visible 

in all that blue 

and I reach up my hand and call out 

— whoop, and one calls out 

— swoops, shielding my eyes, 

watch them 

play, 

weave and turn so sharp 

and fly — free — away; 

Running People, Flying People; 

tell me — 

“how did it look around here when you were young?” 
“rivers full to here, so many trees it was dark in there 
and just spruce, big old spruce 

but that big wind in the 80’s — 

and people — and no winters now, need the snow to keep water in 
for summer, more wind and it'll knock the rest of them down; 
yeah lots of changes ‘round here, there were deer; still deer, 
and oh yeah the big hawks but, 

it’s gonna keep going till it’s a desert one day” 

— and now they gotta bring in big firetrucks 

so mountain-people get water — 

Running People, Flying People; 

not in their nature to cry 

nah, shielded eyes strong and truly 

piercing — armoured for that kind of life 

and they see it in a way we can’t — 


Buteos, Northern Goshawk ( looked blue going through 
the trees that day, though I know they’re really grey ); 
ever seen one? ever really seen “em fly? 

they belong in the air, they belong in the sky 

and carry no question — imagine that! 

even if we came right down from the stars 

( as some stories go ) 

— we’re born on these islands 

and 

it’s that easy; 

we can carry more 

— so the kids carry less; come on and shoulder the sky 
awhile with me, 

say it how it is — 

and watch out! with dakini and wild spirits listenin’ 
now 

— we are the Earth; 

there is no border. 


wake up — bright blue glow 
of water-heater 

and a snow covered pre-dawn 
that won’t let me sleep; 

just lands, 

melts, 

rolls down the car-window — 
collect itina cup 

for the kids; 


up in the mountains I got my water from melt and shining drip in the sun — hitting 
off & bouncing around inside the ice — sun crests the sheltering ridge and it’s all 


melted fast, hard winter giving up; solid flow — slow-mo 


from sky to there clinging on the roof, catchin’ dawn to my cup 


and straight down, it goes into the air too, I put out my cup for one more; 
have to smile when the ridge line traces away and fills the peaceful valley, gold; 


live rock growin’, showin’ through 


cloud oceans when you see it from the tops of peaks. 


air 

breathed out by trees — those great forests — and in by generations of first people; 
by Tsidityazhi; herds running rivers pure and oh, there were clear skies we’ve 
never seen — left to us in imagination, left in dreams; 

breathed in, out, and on by us and generations that won’t even remember what we 
did or didn’t do when we had the chance ( to do better? ) 

Inuit hunter wakes, looks out ( remembers Kunik ) 

tipis on plains, lit-up protest (remembering Home ) 


we go on a trip — 
look at kestrels 
— just before a dive 
get excited and point at deer ( white-tipped forest mountainside, watch it and it 
disappears ), hit a puddle ( all shout “splash!” ), cook together 
and celebrate 
whenever we can. 
“Let's be a family!” my son & his friend ( both 5 now ) in a big hug. 
“Yo! A crazy family!” she laughs, top of her voice. 
Her mom says, “you’ve got plenty of inspiration at home.” 
All laughing, running, stomping round the small mobile home, the whole place 
shaking — 


and watch those prayer flags — looking tattered 
(I put them up here a couple of years back ); 
get more wind & rain here, 

gone sooner; 

how it should be — giving color to today. 


big old spruce forest mist 

“AH — OW! AH — OW!” 

we call out — echos back, 
one tree upside down, bare split 
and 


bits of all seasons up here 
kids shout, run, laugh, scrape knees, 
go through 
briar brush — 
rain drop, here on the page, blurs the words 
— kids get tired out, go on, exploring. 
ground moved on, 
can see the roots, go down, 
same as branches go up — maybe 
to the sun in the 
center — 
core and source; 
whole picture — not always 
easily seen; 
my roots, 
my reach; 
— like a gust of wind, breaks free, folds over on itself 
and there’s self-awareness — sudden, sometimes dangerous, but — 
part of something bigger? Yeah, we are. 
Running on asphalt, no give 
no give-back 

( feels longer than it should ) 
take those trails — down 

steep 

covered rock 
run from tree to tree 
( they support you in more ways than that 
— you can feel it, 
sometimes see it 


— blazing insight in instants 
because of air we share ) 


new roads glisten: highway under construction, machinery taking a break, 
the size of it all blows me away, 


and 

the black road bends, 

we drive straight through a forest — 

after rain, deep green; moving too fast to really look. 


And mountains — 

pale outriders 

take on a pink blush, backlit 

by the reach of the sun, 

as if to tell us — remember we’re here, 
remember how long, and — oh this youth 
what days will come and how the light will light us up; 
Shining Paths, new lines come and go — 
ridgelines sweep like rivers 

across this illusory emptiness so 

full and living; glow 


I go out to talk to the fire at night, 
it whips around to me. 
sun energy sounds 
in air — in wood — in earth; 
resounds with the sun 

in me. 


have you ever wondered about all that? 
that’s what I do when I watch the fire — 
brings dreams; 


— so high above 

the capacity of the planet to carry us — 

Are we learning? 

Or just lighting the fire under our own asses? 


watch the fire; 


brings dreams — 


and where does it go when it goes out? 
( and is it there waiting to come back? ) 


brings dreams: 
Born of, in, with — 


this 


Earth 


and 

there’s Sky Woman 

and make no mistake, when people talk about her 
because they really mean it, 

when they talk about home. 

where’s 

the home of fire, the real home, 

or of the air that connects us? 

borders, so-called, and given strength — 
so easily transcended — gone — 

by breath, by spirit; 

wild song. 


Mountains grow and move 


like waves. 


Rivers born. 


And the Planet carries us — 


brings dreams; 


and we look ever to the skies. 


# notes to sunrise fire 


“...Imade a sunrise fire...” comes from John Muir: The Mountains of California. 
Apple Books. Original: New York. The Century Co., 1894. 


About the trail — 

Beskyd Mountains 26.4.2019 — Smrk, the name of one of my favorite places 
means ‘Spruce’, but up one side all the spruce are gone, old-growth just at the top; 
wildness comes back and are people ready? There’s no buffer zone between the 
Protected Wild and the free-for-all clear-cutting. On the map it’s clear-cut where 
the bears are, where the lynx are, and where people are; trees for us and trees for 
all — but in the real world ( where it really matters ), it gets fuzzy. 


*buteos or hawk* — I like saying hawks, though properly here in Europe they are 
buzzards, in North American they are hawks ( but I think we mix these up, so I 
sometimes say buteo buteo for clarity when talking to people ) 

*chickadee* — I love the name so I use it for the sound, but I’m talking about a 
Coal Tit, or a Boreal Chickadee or Mountain Chickadee ( again North 
American-European names ). 

*“practice”* refers to Dogen — ‘...your practice affects the entire earth and the 
entire sky in the ten directions. Although not noticed by others or by yourself, it is 
so.’ From Enlightenment Unfolds ed. Kazuaki Tanahashi, © 1999 by San Francisco 
Zen Center. 

Dögen, Continuous Practice, Fascicle One. See p. 114. Shobogenzo, The Treasury 
of the True Dharma Eye 

ref to David Suzuki’s fiery and honest talk: An Elder’s Vision of a Sustainable 
Future 

ref to Mountains and Rivers Without End ( Gary Snyder, 1996, Counterpoint Press 
) 

*a blue deer running to the mountain* — a Mexican traditional story. 

* Amitabha* — a buddha in the Western Pure Land; “Infinite Light” in Mahayana 
Buddhism; clear or free mind 

*Sun Dance* — Wi-wanyang wa-c’i-pi ( the Sundance ) is the highest sacred 
ceremony of the Plains People: Dakota, Lakota and Nakota Nations. 

*Coyote* — he turns up in hundreds of Native American stories, sometimes as a 
hero, sometimes not. 

*Tsidiiyazhi* — Navajo for “little morning bird”; 62.5 million years ago 

( Scientific American, Aug 2 2017 ). 


*Kunik* — Inuit tale of a bear cub raised by a woman; the connection and trust 
shown to all as Kunik becomes her son. 

*Home* — in connection with native people, ‘Home’ has got a meaning that we 
can all take to heart; and in this example I think of Australian Aborigines 

who have no better word than Home to call the place they live — no borders, no 
nations. This simple and easy answer belays these people’s connection to their land 
without fixing it in tight conceptual limits, without making difference between the 
people and the land they come from. So, the people are part of the land, of Home. 
They don’t lose the continuity of the generations, doubt their place, or wish to 
grow bigger than their home can provide for; they keep their roots — through a 
complex interplay of lore, song, practical skill, family; of seeing the landscape as a 
continuum of experience; and home not as a place but as a river, a universal dream, 
and a base for limitless interdependence. The teepees on plains are connected with 
‘home’ in many ways — building temporary homes by hand, living with the land 
and for today, without needed to leave much trace, a kind of easy, sustainable, 
community life. 

*Sky Woman* — on Turtle Island ( North America ) there is a story about Sky 
Woman coming down from the stars. She became the land. 
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